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Back at it again with more porn. This is complete, utter filth with no plot. Be warned. 
Also my first Gojira fic. | had an unstoppable urge to write bottomlJoe and this is what sprang from it. 


Christian's hands clamped tightly around Joe's neck, holding him in place as the guitarist's rigid cock 
slammed into the back of his throat repeatedly. Joe's chest was beet-red and sweat-soaked as it heaved for 


the oxygen he was denied. 


The sounds echoing off the bedroom walls from the actions of the two men were utterly filthy. Joe's head 
dangled over the edge of the bed, little black ringlets of hair bouncing beneath him as his band mate continued 
to fuck his face. He gagged and gargled around Christian's dick; with each thrust, more spit dribbled out of his 


mouth and down his cheeks, threatening to mix with the tears at the corners of his eyes. 


Blood was fully gathered in his head now, and he felt light, feathery. His body began to slacken, and his 
fingernails stopped scrabbling at the bed covers. 


Christian released him and stepped back. 


Joe gulped for air. He coughed, choked on his own spit. As he gasped to fill his lungs, he rolled onto his 
stomach, then to his hands and knees. He wasn't given much of a break. The bed dipped behind him as Christian 
climbed onto it. He shoved the vocalists head into the mattress before landing a hard slap across his ass. Joe 


stayed bent that way, head down and ass up, waiting quietly. 

"Whore," the long-haired one growled, and spread Joe's thighs apart. He spat onto the submissive man's ass 
and guided the saliva into his already abused hole with two calloused fingertips. Joe grunted at his lover's 
roughness but took it. After all, his body was born for this. That's what Christian always told him, anyway. 

The guitarist settled between Joe's legs. He pressed a hand to the center of Joe's back, encouraging him to 
bend even further. Joe arched his back as far as he could, anticipating the moment his hole would be breached 
again. He wiped the sweat off his brow with the back of his hand. 

Christian pushed into him. Joe dug his nails into the bedding and bit his lip. 

"You live for this, don't you?" 

Joe's body trembled as he adjusted to being filled again 

"Yes," he answered. 

Christian gripped Joe's hip with one hand and strung the other hand in the singer's dark curls. He pulled 


out, then shoved back in Joe lurched forward and Christian pushed his head more firmly into the mattress. 
Joe squeezed his eyes shut and turned his head just enough so that his nose and mouth weren't pressed into 


the bedding. 


Joe's legs shook as he tried to remain in position The feeling was overwhelming as his prostate was nailed 
relentlessly. Christian retained a steady, rough, fast pace. Joe started to moan as the heat built up inside of 
him, and then the moans escalated into unrestrained screams. He was on a one-way track. 


So was Christian, by the looks of it. 


The guitarists breaths became ragged and his thrusts more shallow - just stimulating that sensitive tip. 
Joe's hands kneaded the bedding on their own accord like a contented cat. His toes curled 


"Don't stop," he managed to gasp. 
Christian landed another hard smack across his ass and Joe's knees buckled, toppling them down. 
Now his band mate was completely flush against him, and he was flush against the bed. The newfound 


friction of the mattress was just enough stimulation. Christian didn't let up. He hooked his feet around Joe's 
ankles to keep him in place. 


Joe's eyes rolled back and he came with a plaintive whine. Stream after stream of hot white left his body 
and soaked the bedding as his cock glided across it. Christian hooked an arm around Joe's neck, and his high 
tapered off with dizzying ecstasy. 


As Joe weakly basked in his post-coital heat, Christian pulled out. 
"On your back," he demanded, and Joe obeyed with jelly-like limbs. He flipped himself over, finally getting a 
good look at his lover's state. Christian's face and chest were flushed and dewy; sections of his long hair had 


gotten stringy with sweat, clinging to his cheeks. His full lips were parted as he panted, dark eyes staring 
hungrily at the singer's body. 


Primordial, Joe thought. 

Christian crawled forward onto Joe's chest and braced himself against the headboard with one hand. The 
other hand milked his orgasm out of his cock, painting the singer's collarbone and chin with streaks of white. 
Joe craned his neck to look up at the man's face, a duller desire flaring within him like static upon hearing him 
moan. A drop of cum caught him on the lip and Joe automatically swiped out his tongue to collect it. 

Seeing that, Christian let out hoarse laugh. 

“Cumslut," he said, and pressed his hips forward, allowing Joe to lick clean his softening cock. The man 
lapped it up eagerly, placing greedy hands upon the guitarists thighs. He could smell the strong musk of his 
lover, mixed with the scent of spunk and his own saliva - a delight to the nose. Christian shivered, over- 


sensitized, and removed himself from the bed - and from Joe's wanting tongue - in one graceful swoop. 


The singer watched the man's retreating back as he exited the bedroom without another word, presumably 


going to the bathroom to clean off. 
Joe remained there alone, lying in his own cum, while Christian's began to dry stickily upon his chest. 
He smiled. 


Just barely sated for now. 


